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just now, and how, when I suddenly saw yout name on the bill-board, it started an entirely natural association of ideas in my mind, which led me to call upon you ? "
Thereupon his expression changed to one of pity. It was as though he were standing on a bridge and looking down at Gurau and Germaine, two unfortunates who were drowning in the torrent and thrust away the life-buoy that was thrown to them.
Germaine did not feel inclined to be rude any longer. She had no great courage left. She felt spreading around her, penetrating through all kinds of channels, fissures, and recesses in society, an occult, insistent power, by which she would be caught in the end, like a gnat in a trickle of resin from a pine-tree. She was thinking about herself, not about Gurau, which was selfish of her. But it never entered her head to say to herself that nothing would be easier for her than to separate her fate from that of Gurau; so that this selfishness of hers was really only her own way of being conscious of her deep attachment to him.
" But tell me, monsieur," she murmured, " what am I to do?"
" Get him to see reason. It's not too late. You will know best yourself how to go about it. I hold myself at his disposal for an interview. I repeat that, in principle, there is no hostility towards him. On the contrary, my friends would be only too glad to make themselves useful to him and to help him along in his career, as he deserves, because they look upon him, as a man who is quite sincere, as I was saying, but not pig-headed. Honestly, I have a great deal of sympathy with him personally, and with his ideas, so far as they are practicable. But you really can't expect people to commit hara-kiri. Fll leave my address with you. You haven't a telephone, have you ? Nor have L I'll tell you what - send me a special delivery letter, if necessary. Or perhaps I'll call again. Anyway, we must keep in touch with each other."